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but it allows an even coating of ice to form, for the water freezes
instantly; and when this is done you can send the sled gliding
with the slightest touch of your little finger. No Eskimo takes the
trail without this preparation, and often the sled is re-iced in mid-
trail because the veneer of ice will have cracked and broken off.
When the runners have been iced, the sled is loaded, and the
procedure followed never varies. First come the caribou skins
on which we sleep in the igloo. They are folded in three,
exactly the width of the sled and always in the same folds. The
heavy articles are piled on next—wooden cases curiously
bound round with straps made of the skin of the great seal.
The heaviest case goes in the middle of the sled; the highest is
placed up forward to serve the driver as his box. Then comes
what remains — frozen seal and frozen fish, for example, serving
both as food for men and feed for dogs. Here again there is an
example of primitive astuteness. Much of this food has been
stored in caches at different points along the trail, each cache
marked by a heap of stones. The fish are so placed in the cache
that the frozen block which they form is the precise width of the
sled. The Eskimo has only to hack off with his axe a section of
this solid mass, and it is ready for loading. After the fish are
stowed, the smaller paraphernalia go on — my sleeping-bag, the
Primus stove, the box in which are my cameras, my grub, the
articles I have bought for gifts and trading— plugs of tobacco
for the men, triangular skin-needles for the women. Utak's
riches come last, and they are made up in the main of the white
man's discards— a broken file, a bit of rope picked up from the
ground, three nails, and so on.
Eskimos have very definite ideas about how things should be
done, and Utak showed a little of the temper I had heard about
when I was imprudent enough—more properly, ignorant
enough — to suggest a change. There is only one way to do
anything, and that is their way. When I intervened, Utak
growled. Yet as he had built his load with extreme haste, with
that haste born of a previous delay, he stood back, looked
sharply at his work, and began suddenly to fling everything off
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